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This marble is very translucent. The slabs compos-
ing the screen of our enclosure were about four inches
in thickness, as near as I could guess. Yet when the sun
shone bright I could distinctly see through the slab the
shadow of my hand, and the outline of every finger was
distinct.
In the days of its glory, the palace was the scene of
many crimes, of much that in human nature is base and
degrading. But the stream of time has swept these im-
purities away. There remains only a creation of the
beautifuf; the expression of a spirit of splendour and
magnificence for ever passed away.
I fear that if we could recall the past and behold the
inmates of these marble courts, we should hardly consider
them as equal to their surroundings. Sir Thomas Roe
describes the faces that peeped at him through the latticed
windows without enthusiasm, noticing only that they were
* but indifferently white.' And a native, who had seen
the Zenana of the late king of Delhi, informed me that
with but few exceptions the ladies were small, dark, and
plain.